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With nice precision parcels out the state.
Proves and disproves, affirms, and then denies,
Objects himself, and to himself replies,
Wielding aloft the politician rod,                            245
Makes PITT by turns a devil and a god,
Maintains, e'en to the very teeth of pow'r
The same thing right and wrong in half an hour,
Now all is well, now he suspects a plot,
And plainly proves, WHATEVER is, is NOT.8              250
Fearfully wise, he shakes his empty head.
And deals out empires as he deals out thread,
His useless scales are in a corner flung,
And Europe's balance hangs upon his tongue.
PEACE to such triflers; be our happier plan           255
To pass through life as easy as we can.
Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine,
Nor stirs my curiosity nor spleen.
Secrets of state no more I wish to know
Than secret movements of a PUPPET-SHOW;             260
Let but the puppets move, I've my desire,
Unseen the hand which guides the MASTER-WIRE.
WHAT is't to us, if taxes rise or fall,
Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all.
Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal,                 265
Lament those hardships which we cannot feel.
His grace, who smarts, may bellow if he please,
But must I bellow too, who sit at ease?
By custom safe the poet's numbers flow,
Free as the light and air some years ago.9                270
No statesman e'er will find it worth his pains
To tax our labours, and excise our brains.